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And this the noble Bodic : I am fatted, 

Vcterly loft : My Virgins faith has fled me; 

For if my brother but even now had ask’d me 
Whether I lov'd, I had run mad for zArcitc, 

Now if my Sifter ; More for Ealamon, 

Stand both together : No w,come aske me Brother, 

Alas, I know not : aske me now fweet Sifter, 

I may goe iookc ; What a meere child is Fancie i 
That having tvvofaire gawdes of equall fweetnelfe, 

Cannot diftingui(h,but in aft crie for both. 

Enter Emil.and g ea t : 

Emil. How now Sit? 

Gent . From the Noble Duke your Brother 
Madam, I bring you newes : The Knights arc come, 

Emil. To end the quarrell ? 

Gent. Ye*. ’ , 

Emil. Would! might end fitft : ■■> 1 

Whatfinncs have 1 committed, cliaft T>iana t 
That my unfpotted youth mull now be foyld 
With blood of Princes ? and my Cbaflicie 
Be made the Altar, where the lives of Lovers, 

T wo greater, and two better ne ver yet 
Made mothers joy, mufi be the facrifice 
To my unhappy Beautie? 

Enter Thefem, fjipolita , Eer it hosts and attendants. 
Thefeits. Bring’em in quickly, 

By any mcane$,I long to fee'em. 

Your two contending Lovers are return'd. 

And with them their faire Knights : Now my faire Sifter, 
You rcuft love one of them. 

Emil. I had rather both. 

So neither for my fake ihould fall untimely 

Enter UWeffenrerj.' Curtis* 
Thef. Who faw’ecn ? - 

Per. I a while. 

Gent. And I. 

T kef. From whence come you Sir ? 

From the Knights. 

. Thef. 
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you that have feene them,what they are. 
tjtteff. I will Sir, 

And truly what I thinke ; Six braver fpirits 

Then thefe they hare brought, (if we judge by the outfidc ) 

I never faw,nor read of ; He that ftands 
In the fitft place with vdreitefsy his Teeming 
Should be a flout man, by his face a Prince, 

/ftis very lookes fo fay him) his complexion, 
fearer a browne,than blacke;fterne,and yet noble, 

Which fhewes him hardy,fearelefle, proud of dangers: 
jhe circles of his eyes £bo w faire within him. 

And as a heated Lyon,fo he lookes j 
Hishaire hangs long behind him,blacke and Alining 
Like Ravens wings : hisfliouldersbroad,and ftrong, 

Atmdlong and round,and on his Thigh a Sword ° 

Hungry a curious Bauldrieke ; when he frownes 
To fcale his will with,bettcr o'my confidence 
Wa« never Souldiers friend . 

Thef, Thou ha’ft well defcribde him, 

’Per. Yet a great deale fiiort 
Me thinkes,ofhim that’s firft with Fateww. 

Thef. Pray foeake him friend. 

Per. I ghelfe ne is a Prince too, 

Audifit may be,gr«ater;for his fliow 
Has all the ornament of honour in’t; 

Hee’s femewhat bigger, then the Knight fee fpoke of. 

But of a face farfwceter; His complexion 
Is (asa ripe grape) ruddy : he has felt 
Without doubt what he fights for,and fo apter 
To make this caufe his owne : In’s face appeares 
All the fai e hopes ofwhat he undertakes, 

Aud when he's angry, then a Let led valour 
(Not tainted with extreames jruns through his body. 

And guides his arme to brave things : Fcare he cannot, 
Helhewesno fuch loft tcmper.his head’s yellow. 

Hard hayr’d,and curld,thicke twind like Ivy tops, 

Not to undoe with thunder : In his face 
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